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LITERARY EXAMINER.
1 *_F:; thy Kew Qarietly Review,
1be Death of Poesy.

—

[From tse Germeof Karl #mrock.]

Her long and tedious silings endod,
Heareo's denghicr, Poesy, explired.

The hargt pangs her sons whieh rended
No doubt nr death to work conspired.

Now some her frame would grandly bury
1o sllver coffia tipped with gold;

Ba' ia ereation’s cemetery
No greis of ore can eye bebold.

Somn send for wine too high and lowly,
Te gaard her body from deeay;

Bat, us by magic's art upholy,
Al' wize haih dried or shrauk away.

Som: seek for blessom-wreaths of sorrow;
Ia vein: for winter reund doth reign;
And sever shall a spring-tide morrow
A siagle flow’ret wake agaia.

Fall many a youthfel peir assembles
To gaze upon the train of woe;

Bat age’s frost within them trembles:
They reach the spot with locks of snow,

Assiuks the bier to earth's deep bhosom,
Dark night descends for aye to pine:
U'pou a land without a blossom
The sun o longer deigue to shine.

A minstrel speaks the grave cration,
Hs toaes are deep, his words are few,

“Heneelorth be deuth your expectation,
Aud joy forever bid adieal!””

The faneral banquet now ecommences,
The torch-lights pulely, lecbly gleam;

A nu nbuess stesls both souls and s«nses,
A ail feast and foasters are a dream.,

They wit, sod gaz= towards daylight's portuls,
No smiles ure born, no Lears are shed;

Se-k ve your grave-clo'hes, speciral mortzls,
For thoajh ye know't not, yo are dead’

Cearies Dick roe.

This popular author was barn in Febru.
ary 1812, at Rochester, and passed his early
years beneath the shadow of that fine old
well preserved, ruin, the castle, wandering
on the banks of the Medway, or li-tening
(we strongly suspect outside,) to the chaunt.
ing of the cathedial service,

His father, who was a clerk in the Chot-
ham dockyard, retiing on a pension some
years afier, cam= to London, where his ce e
brated son faished the litle e ‘ucauon he
ever recerved, he wus then articled o o
solicitor in Badford Row, where he formed
the acquaintance of a reporter engaged in
the “Moming Chronicle” He soon grow
disgusied with the diudsery of the desk s
“dead woor,” and exchanged it fur the more
exciting life of the public press. He, there-
fore, b came one ol the staff of the leading
liberal jouruals, the paper al eady named

Here, bis sagacity, quickness, and above
all, skill in sezing on the prominent fea.
twes of a sibject, made him one of theis
most uselul attaches, and he was general ¥
de patched to sttend the most important po
litical meetings.

In the “Chronicle™ ap i ared those clever
sketches which first made the name of
“Boz" known to the world; this soubriguet
he had given 10 his youngest brother, Augus.
tos, whom he called Muses, which, corrupt

ed inwo Boses, finally became “Boz,” &« |

as a remembrance of londoess for the child,
he resolved 10 adopt it s his literery name
These sketches are 0o well known to need
any distinct criticisa; the surprising i
nuteness of their details, the ingenuity with
which he selects pecalinrities,an | by bumor
OuUs ex.ggersuoas carries them mts the

the most popular vehicle for satirising that
class of “-:rhnﬁc nothings™ which delight
in the eppendage 1o their name of F. R. 5.,
A. 8. S, or any other mysterious signs
which they think have the magic power ol
bestowing lesrning or disinction. = 'T'he
melancholy wrmiration of the caricaturist’s
career, syon, however, gave to Mr,Dickens
the paramount voice«n this joint work,
T'he saicide of Mr. Seymour was ren.
dered donbly distressing 1o him, by the fact
of his cining with the r.ovelist; l.he‘ very day
in which he perpetrazed this terrible deed
of despair.

He bad left Mr. Dickens' bouse alter a
merry evening, when he hed pointed out to
M. Saymour two p in the now
number which he wished illustrated. Next
morning Mr. Dickens wes surprised at re-
ceiving & very early visit from one of his
pubidi Mr. Chspman. His menner
wss 50 ngitated that the suthor's first iw.
pressioc was that he had come 10 announe?
a suspension of pa;ment. *Goo heavens,
eried Mr. Dickens, “what is the maver?”
Mr. Chapman’s reply terrified him—*poor
Seymour has desiroyed himsel( 7" They
both siarted for the ill-fated antist’s house
where they found the mulancholy report
was 100 true; there lay the hapless son of
genivs dead, and the cavse of the rash act
was perlectly apperent to them, for looking
round his 0 they saw many litho
graphic stones with the designa scareely
commenced, but which the sanguine sketch.
er had represented o his publishers as be.
ing nearly completed. .

Mr. Dicken’s soluiion of the mystery is,
ihat on bis return home [om dining with
him, the contemplation of the heavy arrears
of woike he had 10 do, operaiing on a quick
aervous lemnperament, somewhat excited by
wine, produced a temporary delisium, under
which influence he destroyed himsel. Every
reader of Pickwick knows that Mr. Browoe
vas engeged 1o complete the illnstrations,
and he bas doue it with wuch good spirit
and felicity that we venture lu @ssert very
much of Mr, Dickens' popularity is owing
o the wangible shape in which the ariist

laees the author; m & certain sense his
rapid and graphic pencil lends to airy
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But perhaps, in both cases, it would only
wound self-love, and not kill the slumber-
ing devil! We cannot help, in this place,
remarking. that when Mr. Dickens com-
menced *Dombey,” he stated to several
that, in his new work, it was his intention
to expose the and pride of every
English merchant, with an eye to the cor-
rection of those nolorious vices. It is evi-
dent to all, that be either lacked the cour.
age or the power to achieve so great and
praseworthy “an object, It has resulted
.0 the miserable failure of grossly libeling
ond caricaturing one person, and thus ner-
rowing a cfml publiz object to a private
énd, Had the castigator of the Yorkshire
schoolmasters, the paid magistrates, the im-
postor architects, the dandy milliners, and
the grinding usurers, possessed the nerve (0
lncls:‘the Errogant merchents of London
that their clerks and dependents were wor.
thy beder treatment than they receive at
the hands of their Egyptian 1askimasters,
Mr. Dickens might bave secured a fame
which is fast feding awey onder his new
dispensation of writing; but this narrow-
ing of en originally fine and broad-viewed

nd, will alweys happen when an author
deserts the manly code of his early years,
and transforms himsell into the companion
of fashionable dandies, literary | and
heartless m:llionaires.

It is unnecessary o follow seriatim the
progress of so well-known & wiiter, His
works are familiar o sll, and we shall,
therefore, confine ourselves 1o a few crilical
remarks ou his remaining productions.

Few writers of modern times equal M.
Dickens in the fidelity with which bhe se-
lects some family in low life, and paints
their portraits; they are complete Duich

ictures; even the tone of voice, and the
ruok are given, and the Crummels, the Ken.
wigs, and the Squeer’s, are daguerreotyped
for posterity with an unerring acoaracy.—
When, however, he ventures upon the lof.
tier and more complex phases of hu: an
nature he miserably fails, a d evidences at
once that want of universality which ren-
ders him, perhaps, one of the most one.
sided delineaiors of the human family that
ever enjoyed a popular reputation.  His

notling a local habusiion and a name.
Mr. Dickens’ next work was Nicholas
Nickelby, andduring this be edited “Bent-
ley's Magazine.” Here he had a disagree.
pent wth the proprietor and retired from
1 mansgement.  He, however, fin'shed,
according to his agreement, the ta e of Oli.
ver T'wist, which first appeared in this peri.
wlical. The dlspule onginated in the re.
puneraticn he received 8¢ editor. Mo,
Bentley complains tha: he neatly doubled in
less than 3 year the annual sura he had en.
gaged to pay Dickens, and upon his hesi.
taung to comply with another increased de-
mand, he thiew up the con'ract altogether.
The novel of Oliver Twist is certainly
the finest piece of construction Mr. Dick.
ens has given w the world, and notwith.
standing the w\'ullillg picture it presents ol
part of human nature, there is lutle doubt
out that is total effect has been beneficial.
We have been tald by English magis.
trates that they had oo ideaof the infamous
system then floushing, until Dickens suack.
ed it, pen in hand; and several have declor.
ed that the recolleciion of Oliver Twist
has compelled them to give a more patient
and indulgent bearing t0 the unfortunate

into the hauds of evil men, and becomes

world of caricatare, made him at onca the
favorite author of thosa who read only to
to be amused. It may be doubted whether
these sketches will not be his chi. fest pass
port (0 lame i, luture times: unable to con
struct a symmetsical plot, his larger works
grow tedious ; compelled by the wvery na
ture of his pl.no 10 publish hi- chapters sepe.
rately, be has conficed the artistic unity of

bis novel 10 the ephemeral necess ty of pro- |

duciny something very piquant for every
number; the great effects are, therefore,

their dupe and their victim. In this work he
Iai-s»;: exposed the ignorance, brutality, and
| conceit of some of the paid oflicials of Lon.
| don, who are little better than an iaferior
| kind of Jeffiries, and who bow 1o the titled
| or wealthy criminal, and who exhaust their
 indignetion and legal vengeance on the
weak and destitute offender.  The charac.
terof Mr. Fang in this novel was well
known 10 be intended for Mr. Laing the
notorious Bow Stireet magisirate; and so
conscious was he of the resemblance, that

orphan, who, tossed upon the world, falls'

want of success in (his depariment was
ouce illustrated by & sarcastic writer, bs re-
minding him of the story of the scavenger.

An old master in thst, the dirtiest of sci.
ences, was asked ope day his opinion of s
|mew and popular apprentice he had,—
Seratching his head, and looking very pro.
found, be uitered in an oracular tone of
voice, that, “in a suaightfor'ard piece of
business, such as sweeping a crossing, he
wes undeniably great, but when he came to
a dainiy lide bit, aloftier kind of fancy
work, such as Uulivating round a post, he
showed a sad want of genius;” so with
Dickens in low characters, he is wonde:-
fully true, graphic and amusing; but when
he comes to a Liule dainty piece of portrai.
ture, such as a gentleman, or a young lady
of birth, breeding, or fashion, or indeed ol
any heroic character, he shows a deficiency
of power, both in concepiion and execu-
ion, which materially diminisl.es his chance
with posterity.
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| Mr. Dickens tells a story remarkably
| well, and being a good mimic, he often im
| parts (0 the narrative the reality and vivaci.
ty of life; the anecdote of Macready and
Prichard is one of his wost successful ef.
forts: we have the more pleasure in rela
ting this as, it shows under cover of an ap-
parent icy reseive,

“Sull glows the warmth of gemial heat

In stern Mucaipine's breast,”

While we are on this “wail,” we may
as well relieve our recollection of another
anecdote, illustrating the peculiarities of
two men so well known as Woidsworth
'and the great iragedian,

Mr. Macieady on his return from some
eagagement in Edinburg, called on Words-
worth, and was persuaded by the old bard

fritered awey in the progress of the work, it was currently rumored at the time/to remain all night: they wandered about,
end the crowning intcrest of the climax is | that he wioe o ~Boz” inquiring if be in | telked of the drama, and parted, mutually

divided among twent: numbers, published
at stated intervals; this unforiunate dillu
tion of an originally strong article is avoid
ed in his first prodaction, and the “skeich.
es” will always remain as a record of the
life of the lower classes of England.

His next work wasa smact brochure, en
titled *“Sunday under three heads,” 10 which |
he placed the assumed name of “Timothy
Sparks,” Here, he lays bare with un
sparing hand, the hollowness of that phari
saical sect, which eudeavorcd by legisla

| and detestation the conduct of Alderman

| tended o personify bun in the picture,

Report adds that Mr. Dickens' reply
stated, that Mr. Laing must be the best
; dge how (ar he felt the cap fitted him.
Oa a laier occason Mr. Dickens told us
that he intended to hold up to the scorn

Sir Peter Laurie, who in the arrogance and
suptlity of undeserved power diclared he
would “put suieide down"'—as though the
terrors of the law would have any effect on
the phrenzied spirit, who fearing not his

tion, to enforce the gloom of a puritanic
fast on the christian's eheerfulSabbath. This

God, rushed unannounced into his presence.
When the “Chimes” appeared, the Alder.

work, which is not generally known, hed
Br- fixed to it an ironical dedication 10 the

ishop of London, who had rendered him
sell busy in the matter.  There are many
sdmirable sketcies in this liule volame,
full of point, and bitter wuth; such as the |
description of a “[ashionable congregaiion
of miserable sinners,” where the levity,
foppery, and millnesism of the whole as
sembly of “prayerful persons” sre depicted
with much powe: and sarcasm. A pictore
in this sketch, of a father fetching home the
Sooday dioner fiom the baker's, with all
his litle ones hailing him as he comes up
the swreet, within sight of his own door, is
one of those graphic touches of low life
which placs M:. Dickens far above com.
wlition in that ioferior class of writing.

e have a great objection to this eternzl
painting with mud, instend of eolors; intro.
duced into a story as a part of the whole,
itis an a:reeable change and gives greater
effect to the pathetic «nd lofuer portions, as
the scenes where Dogbeiry and Vergos fig.
ure in Shakespear’s drama of *“much sdo
about nothing,” but when this is the entire
staple, the work becomes degraded to & far |
lower style of art, and is not the represen.
tation of life; but only a particalar phace of
it; 3 Hamlet of grave.diggers, or a Henry
the Fifth, full of Nyms and B irdolp* s,
would be an equivalent in the world of let.
ters 10 most, if not all, of Msr. Dicken's
works.

The writing of “Pickwick” was one of
those accidents which now and then hap
pea in a “literary life:” it is, however,
an absurdity 1o believe that had not this
special opportunity occurred, the author of
“Oliver Twist" would have waited for cir.
cumsiance 1o make him a popular writer;
his genius would have created the circam.
stance had it not been offered to him with.
out the trouble of waiting. It is, however,
strictly true that Mr. Dickens was at first
engaged merely 10 illustrate the design of
M. Seymour, the erist, who had formed
the idea of ridiculing, in a series of engrav.
ings, that class of pompous dullness which
strat about society in the peacock feathers
ofa few facts learned by note, and which
they consider and call learning; we are
sometimes inclined 10 agrea with Lamb,
who, when asked by & member of the Royal
Society 1o define learning, b Jdly answer.
ed, and ma.ntsined for a considerable time,
that it was the systematic ar of

sg:lmmer which all solemn

quoted. Se:mour thought that a club

of Cockneys, uravelling about geologizing,
botanizing, ng, and ¢ nployed on

man Cute, in the book so admirably done,
cvery one acknowledged, by acclamation,
he likeness 10 Laurie. The astonished
saddler roared out in the indignetion and
astonishment of the moment, ] wonder
Vir. Dickens is so ungzrat-ful 3s to suack
oe; | have always been eivil 1o him, and

Mrs. Dickens down to dinner!”——unhappy
Cure! did not the gormandising noodle see
that when the wils of a man ol genius con
descends o houor such a man by accepting
u personal attention, it is she who confers
the favor, arnd renders him the obliged
?ﬁ”yo
The passage in the Chimes, in which the
indignant author ridicules and denounces
the blssphemous folly of puiting human
madness down, is powerfully written, and n
good specinsen of Mr. Dickens’ best style.
No wman can write simpler and mron'lgc:r
English than the celebrated Boz, and this
renders us the more annoyed at those man-
ifold  vulgarities ond slipshod errers of
siyle, which unbappily have of late years
so disfigured h.s productions,
While we sre on this point we may aa
well allude to the character of Dombey,
the hero of Mr. Dickens’ last competed
monthly novel; this is well known as in-
wnded to represent a shipowner and mer.
chant “wnot a hundred miles” from Leaden.
hall street, in whose office a relative of the
novelist ie clerk, ‘
The “linle wooden midshipman ™ of
Solomon Gills; with his sextant in his un.
uring hond, with his one foot advanced,
aad his coat tails flying back, may be seen
any day two or three doors down Leaden-
hall sireet, and wmmediately facing the of-
fice of the sellsatisfied and arrogant mer.
chant who sat for the portrait of Dombey.
When the first nomber appeared, the like-

dida’t 1, at the last Lord M wyor’s ball, lead |

| pleased with each other. Shortly afterward
a friend who knew Macready intimately,
inguiring of Wordsworth what he though!
of his visitor, received from the aged poet
the following account: | was much plea.
sed with him indeed. He is a quiet, mod
est, unassuming man- without the slightest
tant of conceit—in short, I gathered from
what he said, about acting, that he is a bad
actor, and he Znows it: between ourselves
be coufessed as much tome.,””  Qur friend’s
sinusement may be essily conceived at
this instance of the Poet Laurente's dis-
crim'nation; it is, however, a curious in-
stance of Mr. Macready’a “private theatri-
cals.”

To return, however, to the story in ques-
tion, which shows the eminent setor in 8
very amwable point of view; the simplicity
of his guest is wuly ludicrous,

A gentleman, of the name of Piichard,
having failed os an actor, setiled down intc
the more uselul occupntion of stuge mana-
ger of Drury Lane Theatre. He had the
poculiarity of being an extravagant admirer
of celebrity, but the chief idol of his wor-
ship was Mr. Macready. His delight was
intense when he heard that the great trage
dian was engaged 1o play a number of his
favorite characiers, It seemed to ba an
honor 10 bear him talk. Heresolved, there.
fore, 1o show him every atiention.

On Mr. Macready's first visit he waé al
most driven to despair by the reserved man
ners of ihe actor, who seemed afrozen man
with the powers of locomotion. He, not
withstanding, paid unremitting attention to
the hero of his worship: looked 1o the fire
in his dressing.room, placed lofty wax ta.
pers there, and by a thousand delicate ser.
vices expressed his deference. Afier o week's
perseverance he was rewarded by an incli.
nation of his idol’s head. A few days more
the face ripened into a smile: then came s
more rapid thewing; and one morning M.
was 80 touched by the deferential
respect and atention of the stage. manager
that he actvally spoke to him, “Good morn-
ing, Mr. Prichard.” Balaam was not more
astounded at his donkey's speech, than Pri.
chard st his lion's condescension—in a lit-
tle time it ripened into “Go.d morning,
Prichard! " and one morning, never to
be forgotten by the obsequious Prichard,
Mr. Macrendy said, “Pricherd, you don’t
look well; you want a chunge of sir! |
have a litle couage at Elstree; come down

ness was reedily recognised by this wealthy
merchant’s relatives, and be was christened
Dombey on the spot; he himself was net
averse (o the “high distinction of being the
hero of a work by s0 popular a writer as
M:. Dickens;” we ourselves have seen Lim
blandly smile as the allusion has been
made in his hearing; but as the work pro.
ceeded, and the hesrtless mercenary char.
acter of a London meschant was unfolded,
his face grew tragically dismal at the slight.
est reference 10 whet had formerly fed his
pride! Alas! poor little human nature,
bow dreadful to thy ear is the truth when
presented by another!—-well did the Scoich
exciseman show his farsighted knowledge
of the heart of man, when he wroie—

other equally scientific pursuits, would be

““Oh, would some gentle pawer gie us

due time he was
the cottage.
st the porch, led him to the
told his servant to show Mr. Prichard his

on Saturday end stay till Monday ” Ina
state of speechless rapwre the admiring
stage-mansger accepted the invitation.—-
Never minutes crewled so slowly as those
which int-rvened; at length the blissful time
arrived, and in a state of joyful trepidation
the highly honored man mounted the stage

that was 1o convey him to this terrestrial
sevanth heaven. No monarch on his throne

sat with a pride. He looked as
though he felt all the ngers knew he
was going to see Mr, y. His look

seemed to proclaim, “Gentlemen, I am ac.
toally going on a visit to the

~—what do you think of that™ |n

Mr. eady received him

, and then

To see cummelves as olhers seo us,’’

great Mr. Ma. | and gold chains as a Mosaic Jew. Indeed

ted at the door of|in by another, would inevitably call forth
some of his genial banter,
country dances and similar
By his own fireside he is as pleasant and

wom. In lhl cat luln dormitory 1he be.
wildered visiter endeavored to calm the tu-
multuous of his mind.

toilet he descended to the parler, where he
wes introduced to Mrs. Macready. “My
dear, this is my kind friend, Mr. richaid,
whose astention (o g at the theatre | have
named to yeu.” M. Macready, in ber
usual lady.like manner welcomed bim.—
Mr. Prichord flowered a liule and said,
“The pleasure felt in showing his re-
spect 50 ndant a genivs as Mr.
Macready was his greatest happiness and
reward,” &c. He was interrupted in his
blushing and glow'm&’enumemlibn by the
tragedian’s saying, “We don’'t dine till six,
we shall have time for a stroll in the gor-
den and paddock.”  Mr, Macready poinied
oul in his sententious way the wondeis
around. “That is my liitle paddock—there
is my boy's horse—there is a small hen.
Mr. Prichard put forth s word or two of
rhetoric-  “How blissful for a men ol ge-
nivs, tired with the fret and fever of ihe
world, to retire, and in the calm seclusion,”
and 80 on. Mr. Macready nipped this fine
crop of oratory by saying, “That’s a cow,
it supplies our family with milk.” “Happy
cow, (exclasimed the manages) o supply so
great a man’s family with milk.” Piichard,
in the intense adoration of the minute,
wished himsell a cow! As Jupiter for love
of lo wrned himsell intw a bull, so would
Pricha:d have done the synonom. vs for M¢
Macready.
Bebold Mr. Prichard aciually seated ot
the same tabe with Mr. and Mis. Macren
dy! In the course of the eveniig the cour-
weous host happened to say to this simple-
minded man ger, *Prichard, make your.
selt at home; ask for whatever you want; |
have & warim bath in the house; one would,
[ am sore, do you good; if you thiok » ,
you have only to ring; tell my man;—it is
prepared in a mi-ute—now don't stand on
any cersmony—it is no trouble,”
Dinner passed off; Mr. Mocready was
condescending—the manage:r seemed trans
lated; towerds midnight he was led 10 bis
room by his hero, and told that he was 10
consider himsell’ ut home, and do as Le
liked. Lelt alone he gave himself vp 10 a
variely of pleasing reflections; lapped in
th s reverie, time slid on unconscicusly; s
last the words of Mr. Macrea: y, “a warm
bath will do you good; it gives no wouble;
itis prepared in & minute,” fastened upon
him with a fatal fascination. **lt will do
me good,” involuntarily exclaimed Pricl,
ard; 1 feel overpowered with the sensations
that have rushed through me; I will have
one; Me. Macready pressed me to take i
he will be offended irl don't; I would nos
would his feelings for the world.” His
haud instinctively pulled the bell ; like fear
in Collin’s Ode,
“He back recoiled, he knew uot why,
E'en at the sound himself had made,””

The tinkling ceased; dead sileuce; again
the bell was rung louder; no one came:
Prichard gave up the idea of his bath and
thanked the sbortive ringing; atlength, jost
as he was preparing to get into bed there

After some little delicate devotion o bis )
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compan onsble as his warmest :dnmwfr
could wish; his conversation, however, I8
not what might be expected from a man so
justly celebuatcd; be tells a story well, and
with ever lresh variations or humorous ex-
aggerotions. e is a stiong admires of
Tennyson and Browning; we have heard
him declare that he would mlhﬂ’have wiit.
ten the “Blot in the "Seutcheon,” than any
woik of modern times. We have heard
similar high admiration e sed on the
other side of the Atlantic. Taking thisfor
what it is worth, it sull uhown.c:;or highly
tirat uppopular poet is esteem iy BoIne
of the l:,a[:;lng Ii,::t:ellecls of Euglard and
erica.
Aqh.!r. Dickens lives inpg::l “yll" in lh:
ent's Park, and is re (o live “no
Eley. but too well.” Men of quick feel.
ing and ar/ent sympathies are not ox sected
w0 be Cooker’s Arithmetic in the flesh, or 10
have the calculating mind of @ London or
a New York merchant. _ o
He abominates argoment; deliglts in
walking the crowded thoroughfates of life,
and noung the humors of his fellow crea-
tures. He has a strong sympethy utth.all
the oppressed classes, and has no wleration
for the misanthrope or the cold-hearted aris-
tocrat. He now and then administers »
liwle gentle rebuke to affectation, in a
pleasant but unmistakable manner. We
remember an instance where he silenced o
bilious young writer, who was inveighing
against the world in a very “forcible, feeble
manner;" during a pause in his plilippic
against the buman race, Dickens said across
the table, in the most self.congratulatory ol
tones: *1 say, =———, wha' e lucky (hing
it is, you and [ don't belong to it! It ree
minds me,"” continued the author of Pi.ck
wick, “of the two men, who, 0n 2 raised
scaffold, were awaiting the fical delicate
attention of the hangman; the notice of one
was aroused by observipg thet a bull had
zot into the ciowd of spectators, and was
busily employed in tossing one here and
another there; whereu on one of the crimi.
nals said w the other, *l say, Bill, how
lucky it is for us thet we are up here""™

In general, however, Lis remma ks are not
happy. Notwi hetanding this apparent theo
retical s\ mpathy with the lower viasses, he
pays an nbsurd deference 1o men of rank,
snd thinks no diuner table complete with
out a lord, or a very rich merchant or bank.
er. This has been decidedly injurious o
bis writings; it has cramped his hand “and
checked the thunder in and volley.”

A little anecdote will illustrate this “ai-
able weakuess” better th.m a lengthened
disquisition.

An acqueintance of his, calling one morn.
ing upon a celebrated writer, drstinguished
for his plain spesking, was astonished by
the latter saying, in his most plaintive
Scoth, in the course of conversation, “Poor
Dickens, | am sorry for him; I could have
better spared a better mon!” “You amaze
me,” repliec the other, “why, 1 saw him
last week, in good health. For God'ssake
tell me all about it—when did he die*"'—
“Die, mon'" roared the hilosopher, I nev.
er said he was dead; I meant that it wasall
over with him as a great author.” *“What

was a rap at his door with a hall sleepy
“I)id you ring, sir!" <l should like 1o have
a warm bath,"” faintly ejaculated Piichard,
half suspecting the absurdity of the 1equest;
“A warm bath, sit™" said the servant.—
“Yes, Mr. Macready said 1 could have a
warm bath.” The servant vanished snd
went to his master’s bed room door and
rapped; the great actor was sleeping, no
doubt dreaming of histrionic triamphs, with
no Astor House in the vista.

Mrs. Macready was the first to hear this
unusunl sound. She listened a minuie
space, then touching the modern Macbeth's
arm, said, “William, what i= that""" a decp
guttoral growl was the response,

“Agnin the lady st his side,
Her soul-subduing volos applied

“William, pray wake, [ tell vou I hear
anoise. I thought 1 heard a bell 1=
twice before; William, pray woke, [ am
getting alarmed.” When Mr. Macready
was thoroughly awake, he sat up in bed.
“Who is that”™ said he. «Me, sir,” said
the servant, W hat do you mean by dis

“Please, sir, Mr. Prichard wants @ warm
bath!” *“A warm bath!" gasped his mas
ter, **does he know it is the Jead waste and
middle of the night! a warm bath, ha! ha!™
continued he, “‘was there no pond on his
road hither that he could have washed in' o
warm bath, hah! hah! Roase all the ser
vants; let him heve his bath; a bah' & bail’
his kingdom for a bath!" siying thiia he
sunk hystenieally upon the pillow.
In 1836, Mi. Dickens married Miss
Catharine Hogarth, and to all human op-
pearance the union has been a happy oue:
they have a family of sevea children, the
eldest & bov of about twelie years, His
two last boys he has named after Alfred
Tenayson and Francis Jeffreys, a piece of
vanily unworthy 39 shrewd an obse;ver of
homan naure.
In 1343 he visited America, but this is
00 well known to need any reference be-
yond the mere fact. We may, however,
ay in passing, that much of the unsais.
factory neture of that visit is chargeable 1o
the injudicious course taken by the very re-
spectable body of gentlemen, whe, totally
‘gnorant of the peculiar temperament of
the distinguished novelist, somewhat offici.
ously, though doubtless with the best inten
tions, took charge of him, and, in shore.
placed bim under & complete surveillance,
which impeded that free observation and
genial intercourse with the masses which is
absolutely necessary to he formation of a
just opinion of the American people.

He has since parsed a yeor in ltaly, and
another in Switzerland. He is fond of a
tip o Paris, bat the volatile manners of
ihat viva-ious pation seem o escape him, or
baflle his powers of fixing on the canvas.
It may be that he is unable to depict the
finer traits of more polished life, amj: there.
fore, wisely chooses the coarser and more
boldly developed features of English and
American manners to paint from; be it asit
may, it is only es a sketcher of low life
that he will descend to future times, and in
this point of view he will be valuable (o
the futore dramatist end historian, to supply
them with the manners and peculiarities of
that class of maukind which constitutes the
majority of the human race.

r. Dickens in privaie life is good tem.
pered and hos itnblI:. be has a striking face;
his bair is dark and long; his eye, which is
the great fact of his countenance, is hazel;
he is rather under the middle size, i neatly
made, and very active; his favorite time for
composition is in the morning; he writes
till about one or two; lanches, then takes a
walk for a couple of hours, returns (o din.
ner, and gives the evening to his own or a
friend’s fireside.

He is a very gay dresser—eschews col-
lars—rejoices in & bright scarlet rolling
faciags 10 his waistcoat—is as fond of rings

he dresses in a manner which, if indulged

amusements,—

do you meav?" inquired the visiter. “Why,
{1 mean this, he has dined with a real live
[lord, and it’s in the newspapers' | say again,
I am truly sorry for poor Dickens!™
His most intimste companions are Mr.
Macready, Forster, Rogers, Laudon, Harley
| aud Talfourd; his acquaintance, however,
extends throughout the whole range of the
! literary cizcles.

Notwithstanding the attention he recaives
1&0111 a few of the nobility, such as Earl
( Cadlisle, Denmun and Ashley, he is onpop
{ular with the fa-hionable circles, and i
|usked as they would invite Tom Thumb,
| the Siamese Twins, or any other lusus pa
| ture, merely to incresse the dramatic al.
| tractions of the evening; but the weakness
tof feeling fattered by the atentions of rank
{or wealth, i3 a common famling with most
|men, especially when they have sprung

| frcom a humble class in soeiety, and where
| the mind is deficient in the highest quali.
ties, or not fortified by great seilrespect,

of this latter requisite, Mr, Dickens has less

turbing us in the middle of the night”"— | than most men s wilely renowned.

To sum up his capubilities in a few
words: as a man, he is good tempered, vain,
fickle, which makes hiwm at times appear to
be insincere; on the other hand, it wust in
jostice be stated that he forgets, with kindly
facility, an offence; but tho impression on
Lo winds of those wio have koown hym
lovigest, is that he is deficient in all those
stuiking qualities of the heart which sane-
tily the memory of man. As an author,
we have given our opinion of him, and
stated our reasons, A few years will prob.
ably modify his position as compared with
such writers as Carlyle. Browning, Tenny-
<on, Miss Barrett, Bailev, and many otles
of his cotem oraries; He wil, however,
dlways hold a commanding postion in his
own peculiar department of composition.

We must not furget to mention that, mis.
led by his (ame, Mr. Dickens tried his hand
on dramatic composition, and wrote a farce,
which was acted at the Lyceum.  As might
be expected, from his want of constructive
pawer, it was unequivocally condemned:
this settles the question &s 10 the aathor of
Copperfield being a writer of the first class
It is a curious fact that all the fist intellects
of the age have been progressive; now with
the writer before vs, his fitst two works are
unmistakeably the hest.

In 1846, Mr. Dickens was persuaded by
some liiends to become the editor of a news.
paper called the  Daily News," then about
o be established as a rival 1o the “Ti nes,”
an the liberel side of politics. On Janua.
ry 26th, of that year, the first number ap.
peared, but alter conducting it for three or
four weeks the novelist found the pursuait
distasteful,-and retired fiom its nanage.
went. It was said, at the time, that his
sslary was one hundred pounds per week,
an amount equal, we are told, o an entire
year's pay to many men of talent for edit.
ing leading daily papersin New York.—
Living Authors of England.

l;.n! thy Maker,

Translated from the German, by ., v, AR LLAN
Love thy Maker: let love be
Duty and delight to thee,
When the duy breaks o"er the hill,
At the sunent heur so sill,
Let each living creaturs share
Thy warm love; and be thy care,
That whate'er thine eye may sec
Shall form a link "twixt Heaven and thee.
Find thy home in every land:
Give cach man & brother's hand:
And let ench mourning spirit soe
The lasting claim it has on thee.
Grant help where'er it may avail;
Sympathy, if help shoald fuil:
Solsce to each pining heart,
‘:T‘o the wavering, strength impart,
l‘lmn,my lieart, thy biiss shall be
Like astream, that, full wod [roe,
Fire its ocean-home appears,
Many & way-worn wanderer cheers.

** Wi treat sensible and present things as

realities, and futore and eternal things ns
r-u_-i’ whereas the reverse should be our
He is fond of habit.” —Cecil.

s

o day, from year 1o boping,
running believing—against all hi

By the course of his providence God will sy
assert the liberty of his council. o ¢
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THRE CAEINTSYITEM.
BF MEs. AARAN SAVES,
On passiog a wood-yanl one day, :
tion was arrested by heanng a person ad
m"ﬂliﬂl"‘i“}mmb.m -

leave town—you are such wvncommon good

o a3 is
";\h observation appesred tnfling in itsclf,

reflect.ug mind it carriel adeeper meaning than
ihe mere wonls woull seem to convey. ‘Un-
common good pay’ evideatly showed ihat ike
gentleman was an exception o the general mie,
and one who in his practice endeavorad to con-
form to the principles laid down by his great |
Master in the Hely Sceriptures—Tas LasoBre i3
woumny or ms war. [lis my purpose now to
\llustrate this by ashort and simple story.

I a garden belonging Lo & handsome marnx on
» man might have been seen employed in dig- |
gzing, from early moming the lengthened
shadows gave evidence that might was approach-
ing. Taeounly intervalof rest had been ot noon ,
when he had gone home to his dinmer. e was
somewhal passed middle age, and fsem the m. -
nerin which he bandied his spade, appeared to
understand his bastaess particalacly well.  Tust
before sundown, & enterel the gor-
den to noto the progress of the work.

‘Well, Simou,’ sail he, *you have got along
finely for these two ot three days, and you have

stood beside him, ‘I am eorry you are going to | -

but there was a good deal ia the tone; aad to & |5
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tons (o their own Life
Tl'n = LR . ‘Qﬂ"ﬂ
liantly, if often delosivel
perencial and ineviakbll
imagigation; sod as &
promise, is linked intimate

patlies and hopes.

have a histotieal apd

with the present, and (herefl,
savered (rom the regards and o
of men. But the present aloge is
able field and work -shop of sur gey
formacces.  The hour BOW i
element wherein we see grdained
and out of it we have W ugiyld
sibilities of our desiination. |y ia
which vsibly connects v wish
less contiagencies of universa| bai
buil! our fate ont of e tough
which every day hurls con/usediy

really digged it very nicely. I think I must hold
‘1 am glad it pleases you, sirj it is very hanl

At this momenta hittle gitl eame up, took hes
father's hand and said—

‘Pa, tea is wauting.’

“The sun will s)on bedown, Simaoun,” crial the
gentieman, s he walked off with his davghter,
sand [ guess this s all [ shall want you o do
justmow. You may call in some day and 1 wall
pay you—I have no chunge at presenl’ i

As he uttered these wonls, the owner ol the
mansion entered his cormfostable abole, and =at
Jown amid bis family to the luxunous meal
which had been prepared for him, He Jid not
refloct whether the poor man, who i laboring
for bim, had borne the burlen and Lhe beat of
the day, had not equally as good to partake of;
not had he done as the lord of the vineyard we
read of in the Seripture, who, when the evening
was come, said unto the stewand, ‘Call ia the
laborers, and give them their hite." In fact, ac-
customed as he was to the command of means,
it had neveroccuried o him how impartant was
the piltance a poot man earas, to his family.

True it is in many limes a tnfle, but let it be
renembercd that it is s sole dependence—his
all; and that God, who has sald "The wages of
nim that is higed shali not alude wilh thee all
night until the morning”—Lev. xix.—has not
left the Lime of paymeat willi ourselves.

And now we will look a littie farther and note
the effect of one negloct, As the sun wenldown,
Simon proceeded homewanl—hia fealures were
careworn, and he scomel wearied and depresscd
as he moved along. On entering his dwelling,
the Girst words his wife accosted hum with, were
‘hese—

‘Well, Sunon, did Mz. G. pay you? I have
the kettle on, and I will run sad get a loaf of
bread, and a little tea, aa] you shall have same-
thing comioriable for supper.’

¢No, he did not, answeral Simon, sighing
heavily, as he seated bimsell on a bench, ‘He
is a kind hearted ;an—1 don't believe he ever
thought how Lad olf a poor man often is, ot he
would mever have require! me to chamge him
with may turee days labor.’

And here we will panse to observe, that we
are very much inclined lo donbt whether those
who from mere carelessuess are guilly of such
injustice, ave, in reality, more culpable than
those whose praclice is the ~ame, aithoush nc-
tuated by baser motives,

“Oh, why didn’t you ask himi* wow inguired
Simon’s wife, ‘and tell ham how much we nee!
"

“He dud not offer 1o pay me, and 1 cowld mot,’
retumed he moagily.

‘Poot little Maggy has been fretting for some
thing gool to cat, ali day," saal Lhe mother,
wipta: the tears of dissppo.ntment which garh
ered in bor eyes, with het apron; ‘her fever Las
left hor, and the dootor said she wighl eat nout
iwhing focd, and I conld make somelhing nice,
if Lonly had some wheat bread,’

‘Why dou't you bomow some? interrogated
the hushand, at the same time arising to look at
hus sick cluid, who was quietly sleeping.

‘I have borrowed several times,” said his wife,
‘and as we never get ar ylhing to return it, |
can't go agein,'

At this moment, several other children came
bouindieg inlo the house, elarmorous for their
supper. Their mother arose, thickenad the wa-
‘et boiling on the fire with corm wical, and this,
with some skimmed milk, furnished by a neigh-
*t, formed their even'ng vepast. This fare,

ftad to toil day in and day out, as Simon had:
mt we dare say, the rich, who sat down to their
table, groaning with every delicacy, never
fcught of that  Hes children might stand in
need of comlortable clothing to protect them
(rom the coll, and from their infancy might be
inured to every privation—but what was that 1o
his employers? —they were not hus keepers, and
it was mighty little they owed. *Mighty little,’
however, i a good many hands, in the nggrezate
would be seen to amount to consilerable, and in
Simon's case, the wages owing to Lim by his
employers when they were due, would, if, prop-
etly cxpended, have enabled him logather many
liitle necessaries and eomforts about his family,
which they were no « foreed Lo do without.

In the present instance we would not Lave
vur readezs suppose (hat we ate painting an ex-
uumf case., And iu onler to prove it, we will
mention one or two facts drawn from the history
of every day life. *I have neither meal nos po-
tatoes in the house,” said a laboring man to oue
of his employers; ‘can you give me the dollar you
uwe me Lo buy me a bushel of grain? *Thiy is
the vory fist money 1 have handled in nine
months, and I have worked tegulatly almost ev-
ery day,” observed oneon beang paid for his la-
bor. What a hisloty of privation—of positive
sullering—was embodied in these fow wonds, A
pemson lesiding in the village ofe——informed
Us that having occasion at one lime to go inlo
the dwelling of & poor woman, who eamed her
living by washing, he found her with her four
children seated at dinner, and the sole article of
!‘oodupo::datahh'ncmmi and from her
manier her not making an
posed the fare was not :.nmm. e
Cases of such destitution must bo rare, but
they are more numerous than many supposc,
who do not take am interest in making uw; wiry
Oii such subjeets. Whatever tay bethe calfing
of those who are employed, their labor showld be
consklere! as a fall qmnl-ubﬁﬁnngm
and as Giod has not eoustituled any wan ihe
jadge of another man's Circumstances, it is an
ifn]nul.itc daty o give them, and ata prop er
timo, what is justly their oOwnR—-always mindfgl
of the injunction we have befote referred (o, and
which should be deeply impressed upon every
mind, however unrefleeting, —~Tus Larocss 1=
WORTAY OF uis IIII.—MGUI Glagette.
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Pamniﬁu-mu-p of Dini
Power, which keeps the christian fn-'z;

'hwhl!lhunl

sn to you as a gardener.’ 'it ie one sppointed task 10 reay the

ligging, but 1 have taken greal pains with I’ ' thoughtfully considered,

Was not very substantial it s true, for one who |

From = rude unshapen mase of oqp

of a maniold snd wonhy 4
$ B esrnest
lawful 83 etemnity. It s indeed oo nity
the vesture of an hour—a « .ijfe tevelatiog
of the infinite continuity, disc ised W i
under finite limitztions; 2 Cvergu ryr o
duration, under an aspect of mori! cipee
stance. Not ligl.llf shoold o TAR  eatams
this fleating phenoaencn « lfed t0.day,
Under the lowest consideiation, it 5 g
outcome of al precoesling geoerat ons, yud
with its chequered sunshine and glo 5 i
ours even BOW 10 work in with (i), a
and courage. Gird well thy Lear o o
tegrity and strong endeavour, and pu:
stamp of an everlesung caphane o,
whatsoever duty thon canst find 1 45 o
every act and effort of 2 acond
with an abiding lorce whose viialisy s neveg
quenched, but visibly oc impercepitls
culates for evermore,

It is only by a consant (ath ig e .
credness of the present . | g . .
fectually ennobled.

re.eminent worth of the Lving ¢
ream o solemnise our e by iasge
universel alms, that shall embody s
blime suggestions which the .
figures 10 ous beliel, in woble wud oo
manding deeds and instinibions, sl 3

l.ll Us BJdersidig 1he

be left without sn spology o regn
take their place hereaiter 3100z the meg.
rials of the past. If men would ks |

earnestly, it would never sppesr wen
Could they sincerely believe 1.
countable to the universe for e £
ment of their powers, and that v
creation i3 wronged by vny basencs. oz oy
ven fear, and that @b i3 blest and epefie
to the like extent by eviry sroke of w
tude, by evary breath of love, ther would
deem their sctivity of some accourt, aad ¢
gard the tramsient common moments
wmﬁcm'.ed um' lie who connot wig 8
wd reliance on 115 suthciency, scvepl b
duty which the day brings o bim, snd 1hos
some grace of truthiulness over i
eccuration ke may bave, will oewer De

Hse véd &
Ed por

* Wi

Ui Le~
]

.pl!iiﬁ?ﬁi w perF ) successiuig 8 Dieiie
or more honorable work.,  Aoad ness
any man shall rime, ondes anv of its rem
| er aspects, disclose its wuly graed ar
plete significance, unless a sense of =
sent significance has beca i lread
.uow--:: sly developed Whoewer =

faihfolly fa fil the measure of bis descs
| let him dwell i the Lous st pos

| the carnest expenience of every dnt He-
| let bim cherish lofty an! noble teag
{and dare 10 perfosm gient and m g
| mous actions. I this hour scifice i ®
| for all the priposes ol menly i e

| hving, there 3 smsl. [ikehhood i
"haur_will mit him bewer. Pospore
thy life. Stand where thou

{ manfully towards thy ends. Do seai Y
life be profitable 10 thee; o shall it be
a stream of welcome tendency, bearnz
bravely cuwards 10 sereper = us BCE—
quiet and sufficing joys.

Fod Wil A

Broveman asp Hommei —I1 &k
metting Ms. Brouzham well. | ne
Mr, Sharp’s with Mr. Horner. They were
| then aspisants for politcal xlv « M
Homner bore ia his convers:lo

| meanor evidence of

and geoeious [rankness which e
| i through life. You saw, of
'feh that you could rely upon A ST N
| His mind was beuter Bued 10 reconciie 0
|C'¢Pﬂl€iﬂ. and to discover anakges
bad fine, nay, even h:g:-. alent, ruher (Ban
genius.  Mr. Brougham, on 1Ee conewy
bad an spparzot restlesstess, & comed o
ness, not of superior powers, but of sup 7
activity, a man whose heart was pidce
what should have been his hesa . you wee
| never sure of him—ryou slwavs doobeed b8
|sincerity. He was at (hai use 3 ha{:-zv
on upon Lord Holland, M- Homeri. g
under the avspices of L Lapdsios
Fiom that time | lost sight oi Mz Brous -
{or some time. \\'hmd:r pexl ms Lr
sabject of parlinmentary debiawe was AL
l:-hlpdﬁiap;luy o which Mr. Ilroua_n'-a.n‘-_‘!"
expressed opinions which wer 4 oy
with my own upon a matter i (hat Lie =
great public interest. | said «I ""”:I. r'~
rely upon what was given for the T .
the ne a8 they bad "."".k nim :,
directly the contrary ; | was giad 0%
d“‘i‘d“ - uh.“ ﬂ“l B‘w‘g‘ml"-""" o ok
of voice hal{ confidential and bl jowi"-
« Oh, it was very tue | soid 0@ = -
ment, where theve is a party, but e '_F: :
better.” [ said notheng ; but T &5 %
forget t.—8. T. Coleviige.

i

Peoacwsality. .
“MeTuon, as Mrs. Moore says, the ver]
hinge of business : snd (hesz 5 10 (et
without ruscrUALITY, I'unr.::aluy’; .-
portant ; because it subserves We
good temper of a family; the wanl of ;:::
only infri on necessary duty, bot =
times excludes this duty. Pusnciunliny = .r.},.
portant as it gains time; i “l.l,u tll"::z:f
things in a box; a good er will get
h-;:‘?- much more :::'bstmc. Ihe u::
ness of mind which it produces, = ape -
advantage of punctualiy. & qua;u
man is always in a hurry: be has 00 l:!l'l:q
peak with you, because he is goin3 x
where; and when be gets there, be 5 ! )
late for his business, or he must hurty A¥55
10 another before he can finish it It ¥
a wise mazim of the Duke of Newcastle—

iy




